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HE Fable of the Aſs with the Lyon's 
Skin, is ſo plain and inſtruftive, that 
one would imagine that ſufficient to 
. warn all People againſt ridiculous 
* Aﬀedation, but in ſpite of this and all 
- cool Admonitien, will Draco cover 
a timorous Nature with all the Ornaments of a Bravo, 
his Hat is an Inch broader than the Faſhon, truſt uP, 
and pinch'd into a Triangle, he es it over his 
Forehead with beth Hands, and ſqueeſes a terrible 
Look out of Eyes and Noſe: ke wears a ſmart 
rat-tail'd twiſted Wig, a ſhort Doublet, long Sword, 
and cork-hecl'd Pumps, and after ſtrutting two or 
three Times about the Coffee- -room, he fits down 


and outſtares :ny Man that takes Notice of him, 


he calls his Acquaintance, Dick, Zack, or Tem, and 
thoſe generally make the ſame whimſical Figure as 
himſelf, Eatin Drinking, Gaming, and Swearing, 
are his C Virtues ; Licking 9 and 


2 poor 12 his Diverſion ; : he takes the 

t Two or Three in the Morning; when 
170 with Wine, he aſſaults the firſt he meets, Draco 
has been beat three Times for theſe Frolicks by Gen- 


A 2 tlemen, 
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tlemen, ten Times by Watchmen, nobody fears him, 
all deſpiſe him, but ſtill full prim'd with Pride, Indig- 
nation, IIl- nature, Cowardice, and Foppery, he ſeems 
determined to kill ſome way or other his Man, and 
to be hang d; who will fay then that Draco reſuſes to 
give Satisfaction. 


The ART FUL PAINTER. 


ACETIOUS #—&—{ the Painter, fitting 
one Nay in the Temple 1 Coffee-Heouſe, 
and being Poverty ſtruck, was at his Wits end how 
to raiſe a little Caſh, but ſetting his Brains to Work, 
he ſoon thought on a Scheme, which immediately after 
a molt favourable Opportunity offered to put into Exe- 
cution; a Country Gentleman coming in, and 
V—#—l taking Notice oy _ to _ the on 
bumourous Phy fiognomy ever „repair 

to the Seat —— where the Gentleman ſat, and 
fixing his Eyes on him, continued in that Poſture a 
conflierabls Time, the Gentleman, who perceived 
the Eyes of the other faſtned on him, withdrew to 
another Part of the Room, to avoid being ſo imma- 
derately gaz d at, but was ſoon followed by the Painter, 
who again began to look him full in the Face, as 


earneſtly as before, the Gentleman being quite exaſ- 


perated at this Treatment, could hoid out no longer. 
£—-ds! Sir, ſays he, what Intention have you upon 
me, that you ſtare me thus out of Countenance, if 
you have any Thing to ſay to me, I'm the Mayor of 
York. You miſtake me much, Sir, anſwers the 
Painter, in imagining I intended the leaſt Affront, 
and, if you'll be pleas'd to hear me, I ſhall readily 
ſatisfy you with my Reaſon; for the ſtrict Obſerva- 
tion I have been making of you, which being agreed 
to, know then, Sir, ſays W—d4—{,, I'm a Painter, 
and one, who tho' eminent in that Profeſſion, am 
often in Neceſſity for want of Buſineſs, and it hap- 
pens am ſo at this Time, at firſt Sight ef you 1 
was {truck with all the Apprehenſions of a _ 

ens 


(5) 
Genius, in executing your Likeneſs more to Life, 
than any other I had ever attempted. Hold, Sir, 
replies the Mayor, what the Devil's all this to me? I 
don't want my Picture drawn. Dear Sir, ſays W-d-le 
I'm ſenſible of that, I only intreat your fitting for it, 
in doing which, you'll lay me under infinite Obliga- 
tions, as it may produce me a conſiderable Sum : 
Nay, if that be all ſays the Mayor, I ſhan't baulk 
your Expectations, ſo fixing Time and Place for 
meeting, they parted. The Mayor punctually obſer- 
ved his Promiſe, and attended as often as was requi- 
fite ; the Piece being finiſhed, now Sir, ſays W--4--{ 
I return you my hearty Thanks for this Favour, the 
Piece is richly worth thirty Guineas, nor ſhall it ever 
part me for leſs ; the Mayor proteſted he thought ſo 
too, and was viewing it very attentively, when on a 
ſudden, a violent Rap was heard at the Door, and 
preſently up Stairs comes a Servant with the Meſſage, 
that my Lord L— was come to ſee the Mayor 
of York's Picture, in the mean Time another Servant 
was exerciſing the Knocker, and then came and told 
his Maſter the Counteſs of Y— was come to ſee 
the Mayor of Yor#'s Picture, and that the Door was 
ſurrounded u ith Coaches, the other again returning; 
told his Maſter, there was a Sign Dauber below in the 
Hall, wo. Id give him half a Crown for a Sight of 
the Mayor of York's Picture, the Mayor on heari 
all this grew ten times more eyraged than ever, 
after curſing and ſwearing like a mad Man, z—ds, 
Sir, ſays he, do you take me for a Tack Pudding, 
and did you bring me here to make a Show of me, I 
would'nt be ſo expos'd, for a thouſand Guineas, you 
ſay Friend, thirty is the Price, let it be cover'd up, 
and ſent Home with me immediately, and here's the 
Money and be damn'd, which being all the Painter 
wanted, he readily conſented, laughing in his Sleeve 
at the Country Mayor, who departed very much 
chagrin d for ſuffering himſelf to be ſo bob'd. 
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De NE GR OMAN CE R. 

N the Reign of Lewis XI. a Negromancer, or 
Aſtrologer, came to Paris, who pretended ſo 
_m Skill in Phyſiognomy, as to be able to caſt all 
coples Nativities, and to tell how long they ſhould 
live at the very firſt Sight; a Lady, for whom the 
King had a particular Kindneſs, ſent for him among 
the Nes, and having enquired her Deſtiny, he frankly 
told her, ſhe was to die in the Compaſs of a very few 


Days, which fucceded accordingly : The King when. 


he heard of this Accident, imputed her Death, rather 
to the Force of Surprize and Fear, than any Diſtem- 
per, and determined to revenge himſelf upon the 
Conjurer, he therefore ſent for him, and gave Orders, 
that upon a certain Signal given, his Attendants 
ſhould throw him out of the Window; as ſoon as the 
King ſaw him, thou, ſays he, that pretendeſt to be ſo 
knowing a Perſon, as to be able to tell ſo preciſely 
the Moment of other Peoples Death, inform me, 
-prithee, when thou art to die thyſelf ? Whether the 
| — apprized by natural Sagacity, or by his 
great Skill and Learning of the Prince's Defign, I 
U not determine, but without the leaſt Token of 
Fear or Surprize, he anſwered, Sir, I ſhall die three 
Days neither more nor leſs before your Majeſty, the 
King inſtantly laid afide all Thoughts of his Execution, 
'and to the Contrary gave Orders, that nothing ſhould 
be wanting to the Preſervation of that Lite upon 
which his own ſo nearly depended. 


— — — 


The SURGEON MISTAKEN. 
A N old French Gentlewoman, walking through 
A ſome broken Pavement happened to Stumble, 
and put the Pan of her Knee out of Joint, very ac- 
cidentily a Surgeon who paſſing by, obſerving her to 
fall, ran to her Aſſiſtanee, and helping her up, told 
ker he hop'd ſhe was not much hurt, the old Gentle- 


woman 


© 
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woman who was moaning and groaning heavily, 
cried out, Ol tis my Kunnee; my Kunnee, have 
a little Patience, Madam, ſays the Gentleman, I'm a 
Surgeon, and if you'll give me leave to examine it, 

ou ſhall have neceſſary Directions, I thank you 
Lindly, Sir, ſays the old Gentlewoman, do pray 
then, for I have _ = — — a Stone, 
the Surgeon miſtak ing her Fren uage, put 
ds Head op a little 1 far, which made the old 
Gentle woman cry out moſf unmercifully, Hold, 
hold, ſays ſhe is the Diable in the Man, tis not my 
Quob-Mob, tis my Kunnee, which put the Surgeon 
into ſuch a Fit of Laughter, that he was not able to give 
his Patient any longer Attendance. 


ADVFICE ti a Couple of Block Heads. 
Good Thing in Diſcourſe muſt not ſeem long 
premeditated ; it muſt be conceiv'd the Mo- 


- ment before it is born, and ariſe naturally from the 


Subject in Hand, it will otherwiſe, ſeem dry, flat, 
and inſipid, there is a certain Gentleman that has a 
Budget ever full of Witticiſms, Puns, and Similies ; 
but as his Memory plays him ſometimes a Trick, he 
falls in Labour only, and cannot be deliver'd, how- 
ever, the Company does not loſe a Jeſt, but there 
15 another + ar wn _ leſs -_ be endur'd, 2 
Laughs re he Speaks; 8 s eternally, ſays 
— and will ſuffer no body elſe to 2 any 
thing. 


Juſtice BuxDLE's Charge to the Grand Jury. 


LL Laws are Law, and every Law is a Law, 
and Laws are things made by the Lawyers to 
make Men live according to Law, without any Re- 


ſpect to the Goſſ el, for that is another Affair, and 
to be confided at another Opportunity, and by ano- 


ther 


1 
ther ſort of Men, and in another Manner, Vid, Cale 
upon Littleton, Chap. 10. Page 15. But as to the 
Law. Now there are ſome Men, that are good 
Men, and ſome Men that are bad Men; and the bad 
Men are not the good Men; and the good Men are 
not the bad Men: but the bad Men and the good 
Men, and the good Men and the bad Men are two 
different ſorts of Men, and this we gather from 
Magna Charta, an old Man that liv'd in the Reign of 
King John the Great: Now if all Men were good 
Men, there wou'd be no need of Law ; therefore Ergo, 
the Laws were made for the bad Men, and the good 
Men have no Buſineſs therewith. nor no Advantage to 
receive therefrom, Ergo; therefore, thoſe that receive 
Advantage from the Law muſt be bad Men; and fo, 
Gentlemen, call up the Priſoners and diſpatch them 
as ſoon as poſſible, for I muſt dine out of Town to 


Morrow. 


——— 


A Modern Love Letter, copied from the W—r Office, | 


being a Specimen of Martial Gallantry. 


Damme Madam, 
HAT becauſe Cupid baſks in your Eyes, 
and the Graces perch in your Bubbies, and I 
have no Beard, you think to treat me asg / ou pleaſe, 
and to make a Tom Shuttlecock of me, do you, 
you little, impertinent, plaguy, audacious Devil! 
ave not I beſtow'd all the Plunder I got in the laſt 
War upon you, and pawn'd even my Honour to 
maintain you ? and am I now to be rival'd, and you 
to be run away with by a Templar, a Lawyer's Clerk, 
a Fellow that lives by Scratching of Parchment ? 
Blood I can't bear it! I'll make * of his 
Skin, and burn you into a Pumice Stone to pounce it 
with, before I'll be plagued in this Manner, is this 
all the Reſpect you have for a Red-coat, and a Cock- 
ade, and a fine Gentlemen? tis mighty _— 
wear 


= —JSw 


5 ET 


(9) 


I ſwear by the united Powers of Gun, Blunderbuſs, 
and Thunder, that I ſhall not hereafter viſit you with 
Sighs, as the God Cuper did Phyſic, but in Storms of 


Lightening, as the God Jopiter did Simile. 


Jam, 
demm you Madam, yours 


Tom. BaconsrT. 


A Modern Love letter, _ of ſuch Materials as 

ſerve for any other Love-letter whatever, and 

with a little Variation, will ſuit every Circumſtance 
where Love is the Subject. 


Being a Specimen of Univerſal Gallantry. 


Oh my dear angelick Angel ! 

VERY Minute is an Hour, and every Hour 

is a Day, andevery Day is a Year fince I had 
the Happineſs to fall at your Feet, and warm myſelf 
at the Sun-ſhine of your Beauty. Oh my little Cherub, 
I was Yeſterday flying with all the Wings of Fervency 
to offer myſelf at thy Shrine, but the angry Heavens 
threatend me with their forked Lightning, which 
darted round me, and the big black Thunder roar'd 
horrid o'er my Head, as much as to ſay, wilt thou, 
oh raſh Youth, who art but mortal, aſſume a God- 
deſs? can'ſt thou ſuſtain her refulgent ineffable Bright- 
neſs? can't thou mount the golden flaming Carr of 
Phœbus, and give genial Warmth to the World? I 
trembled at this chiding of the Elements, and ſtood 
wrapt up in Fear and Amazement, till the Clouds in 
downright Compaſhon (perceiving me weep) wept 
themſelves alſo, till with our joint Tears, I was wer 
from Top to Toe, all the Rivers ſwell'd and over. 
flowe'd with my Sorrows: ſo that I was this Morn. 


— 


110 
Ing obliged to ſwim thro a whole Flood of my own 
Griefs, to procure from thy bright Eyes, one Dawn 
of Comfort. Oh, come my ſweet Angel, and fave 
me from myſelf, or I fhall hang myſelf, or drown 
myſelf, or make away with my elf, and all for the 


Love of thee: I am now at the Sign of the 7acket 


and Trowzers, in Porridge-Pot-Alley, in a 

burning Fever. O come to me, melt down my 
Icicles with the Beams of thy Eyes, and cool and 
comfort me with the Balm of thy Lips, that I may live 


till I die. 
My dear Angel, 
Your moſt obſequious Slave, 


J. STARBOARD. 


4 DIALOGUE between Miſs Lovis a and 
Mis MARIA: againſt ridiculing perſonal Defecłs. 


Lowi/a. OW could you be ſo barbarous, Siſter, 

H to ridicu'e Miſs Meokere's Shape, and 
mimick her limping Steps, when ſhe was hardly got 
out of the Room. 

Maria. This Reproof from you, Madam, is really 
unexpected. I thought to render myſelf agreeable, 
by imitating Miſs Molicre's Airs and Graces: I never 

heard you own, that ſhe was either crooked or 
or had any Deformity in her Perſon or Mien. 

Lou. If there was not a greater Deformity in your 
Mind, than in her Perſ.n, you could never ridicule 
thoſe natural Defects, which a generous and humane 


Temper would pity ; eſpecially, in one of her affable 
* and dhe wy Underlading Inſtead 
of deſpiſing ſuch a Form, you ought th thank Heaven 
that yours is not like it. 

Mar. That I do moſt heartily! My Devotions on 


this Head are very ardent and ſincere, whatever they 
Lou. 


are on other Occaſions. 
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Low. If you had her Mind, tho' with a worſe Fi- 
than her's, it would be no Diſadvantage ts you. 
here is ſuch a Beauty in her whole Conduct, ſuch a 
conſtant Calm and Sweetneſs in her Temper, that one 
muſt be very malicious to overlook ſo much Merit, 
and make cruel Remarks on the Defects of ker Form, 
I wiſh you would take aged rag vo Advice of a very 
ingenious poetical Lady of my Acquaintance. 


Oz Vice your humourous Vein diſplay, 
"Tis meritorious there ; 


Or tow'ring Vanity allay ; 


But ob ! Misfortune ſpare, 
It will not overburthen your Memory, to learn this 
excellent Rule by heart. | 
Mar. I have no poetical Taſte. 
Low. I wiſh you had; it mi ive a more gentle 
and harmonius Turn to your Mind, and ſoften that 


ſevere Diſpoſition, that makes you uneaſy to yourſelf, 
and all your Acquaintance. You ſeem to in a 
State of Hoſtility with all Human-kind ; nothing con- 
tents you, ſome People are too tall, and ſome too 
ſhort ; ſome too fat, and others too lean ; and nothin 
is as it ſhould be. You can find no Excellence in 
the Works of Nature, excepting your own fine Perſon, 
which one would think ſhould be the Model of all 
hae os or you could not be ſo critical on every 
one elſe. 

Mar. really, Siſter, I ſee no Reaſon to be 
ans with my own Shape or Features. 

Lov. And Miſs Squinny is as well ſatisfied with her 
own Beauty, as you are with yours ; _—_ 
mimick d the odd Caſt of her Eyes ſo long, that a 
little more Practice will make you downright ſquint ; 
and, if you imitate Miſs Mokere's Step much longer, 
I am afraid you will be quite lame. 

Mar. Who is ridiculing natural Defects now! 

Lou. No, Siſter, tis not natural, but acquired, and 
voluntary Imperfections, that I am expoſing. Fg 
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Mar. You are my elder Siſter, and have my Mo- 
ther's Partiality to ſupport you; but really theſe Ad- 
monitions are a little too aſſuming. 

Lox. I don't uſe to talk in ſo ſevere a Strain; but 
Miſs Molly. you have touch'd me on a tender Point. 
The vaſt Eſteem I have for Miſs Moliere, will not ſuf- 
fer me to hear her expos'd ; nor can I be unconcern'd 
for your Character. It would be want of natural Af- 
fection, to ſee you make yourſelf hated and ſhunn'd, 
as the Peſt of Society; which muſt be your Lot, if 
you carry this cruel, cenſorious Temper in all Com- 
panies. What Pleaſure can you take in contemplati 4 
only on the Blemiſhes of your own Species? I ſhoul 
think the — and 1 of human Nature 3 
more and agreeable Speculation. 

Mar. Siſter, are you almoſt come to the Concluſion 
of this judicious Lecture? 

Lou. As ſoon as I have recall'd to your M 
one or two Inſtances of the Juftice of Divine Provi- 


dence on this Crime of ing natural DefeQs.--— 


You know Jenny Flounce broke her Leg, in the very 
Action of mimicking her lame Miſtreſs ; and Miſs Tit- 
ter has ridicul'd her purblind Siſter, till ſhe is grown 
ſtark blind herſelf My dear Siſter, I perceive by 
the Remorſe and Confufion that appear in your Looks, 
I have ſaid enough; I will only repeat a few Lines, 
that may give you a true Notion of Beauty, from a 
fine Poem, call'd The Art of Charming. 


What is the blooming Tincture of a Skin, 

To Peace of Mind, to Harmony within ? 
What the bright Sparkling £4 the Jn Eye, 
To the ſoft Soothing of a calm Reply 

Can Camelineſi of Form, or Shape, or Air, 
With Comelineſs of Wards, or Deeds compare ? 
No ; thoſe at ff th' unwary Heart may gain, 
But theſe, theſe only, can the Heart _ 


4 
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N fable _one 
Your « dad. would 


But, angel-like, wear what you will. 1 
Von till appear divine. e 
Thus oft 18 3 


The glorious Sun to hide; ag 

But through he darts his g I r. „ 1 

* | „ 
Nor £ 


Kt . . 
\ N Air 
Upon his Royal Highnef GEORGE r Wait. 
en ern“ 
H Is flower of Britaiz in its bud furvgy} 
Kneel, all ye Britains, all united Pray, 
That health may 
And length of life, this tender plant to raile ; 
That _ the y ag mother's watchful eye 
May, like the fun, its che power fu 
To guard his youth from de a ious - 
Of blighting ſickneſs, or of blaſting death; 
Till nature, him in full blown ſhews, 


The glory of the * where he grows. 
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Dyer the younger Branches of the Royal Family. 


"I. 


On ſecing the Pifure Bzav Nasn af ull length 
two Buſts C ver end in 
abe Pump Room at ' 


MMORTAL never ſpoke 

More truth than you'l find, 
or Pope himſelf e er pen'd a joke 
On — - * 


yd bes heath 


hows — — — — 
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The WONDER and WONDER. 


T makes me fmile, when ſolemn fools s 
Wonder at Stanhope's golden rules, | 
have I heard a cuning wight | 
Obſerve ——the Sun gives charming light! 


LOYE |: 
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LOVE ASLEEP. 
nen eee 
3 
His hands diſarm'd, and clos d his wanton eyes. 


His bow unſtrung a while forgets to wound, 
His uſeleſs ſhafts lie ſcatter'd on the ground, 


Sleep on, ſweet babe, and ſmiling promiſe , 
For thou wake, we know't will quickly ceaſe 


Mm 
— nn 


Challd en the Shutter of an Infernal Gin Snor. 


RITON ! if thou would't ſure deſtrutiog 
un, 

From theſe curs'd walls, as from a ſerpent run, 

For there a thouſand deaths in ambuſh lie 


Fatal to all, who dare approach too nigh. 


1 


The ATHEIST Bad 


H! that the atheiſt wou'd the fy ſurvey, 
He may the exiſtence of a God diſplay. 
Can he — 8 that ſuch orbs of light 
Were form'd by chance, that ſhine ſo radiant bright; 
His innate thoughts muſt give his tongue the lie 
That dares with impudence a God deny. 


* nd 2 — 
FAME dd TRUTH. 


S fame of late thro' Britain 1 
Theſe plaintive notes her trumpet ſpread. 
* Auratus let the world deplore, | | 
The good Auratus is no more! 
| B 2 * Ya 
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* Yet ev'n in death, his gen'reus, mind 
* Plann'd for the weal of human kind, 
Von riſing hoſpital ſhall ſhew 

His worth from age to age below ; 


* Above, the ſaint enrob'd with light, 
Half angel! ſhines divinely bright, 
A theme preſents, unlike the laſt, 
Her trumpet ſounds a different blaſt. 
* Rejoice! the robber meets his doom, 
He dies unwept, nor finds a tomb. 
* Enarch'd from the gibbet, warm with life, 
His body gluts the ſurgeons knife, 
His ſo Efcends with ſiends to dwell, 
* Than his, no hotter place jn hell !. 
Eis name, to warn ſurviyts his duſt, 
1 Milo, and be juſt. | | 
fame, at length, * fatigu'd and hoarſe, 
From crouds and tumult bent hes courſe, 
In ſolitude ſhe ſought —— 
And ſhades receiv'd the unwonted gueſt. 
Deep was the grove; by human tread © *' 
Unmark'd ; twas here that truth had fled, 
« "Twas here, *for once, their fate to meet, 
And thus the wond'ring | 
By turns they ſpoke 
Fame. Fair-maid ! your name? 
Truth. My ce is Truth, | 
Fame. * mine 15 Fame. 
Truth. Shou'd Truth to Fame be thus unknown? 
And Fame to Truth ! . 
Fame. The fault's your own. 
Truth. Mine ſure the fault can never be | 
Since from the world yo iſh'd me.—— 
Fame. I baniſh Truth _ I 4 a 
Has Truth a to that to lie? 
Truth. On'virtae's finds your ſlander throw n 


Vice prais'd: for merit not her on —— 1 
* 


Fame, I ſcorn the charge, what I declare, 
With all her caution, Trugh might fwear.. 


Gy. © 
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Falſhood my trumpet never ble. 
Truth. It prais'd Auratu 
Fame. Iis his due. 
Truth. For what? 
Fame. The ſums he left behind 
Truth. Ry ang Lap ner mankind 
Fame. But then that hoſpital he rear d 


Was purely 
Truth, For a name rever'd, 
high heav'n deſery d, 


HE clots — 
$ mark 
aw tho” worſhip > Joel 1 WY 
— 2 
Fame. 2932 nay own ſhe m 
I prov'd to Mis memory n 
Win ena n 
( want, \ ; 
But heav'n that ſaw the tem ig how 


His foul was ſafe and that's the man, 

Caught from the gallows to the ſkies, 

Fray! did you never trumpet lyes ? | 
Fame clapt her and, mounting, ſwore 

If thoſe were lies ſhe'd trumpet more 

Trath ſought her cave to vent her woe, 


Time ſoon ſhall bring the wrong rel, 
Time ſoon ſhall bid my voice 
And juſtice mark whom Fame bely'd. 
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A DIALOGUE between Sure N—— 
and Miſs M——, 


ET alon fir— I bate you that's flat 
Let me go then—lord bleſs me ?—be quiet— 
If zou won't keep your hope off=en -qake thas 
D'ye think I came here to à riot? 

N—, Why ES” how papel =6 you ſcratch ? 
In ſhort mils, L wg9't bear this 
You're a little ùnthinking croſs patch 
= NN Mus 888 

f this, or of that miſsꝰs N 
What beit e 7 
Put yourſelf into ne te 
I cate not tes ps of » lo 

N— * nd; _ I hope no. offence ;— 
My words ſeldom an eme 
Nr of kene; * 
And anger wou d Corn'ta be ſeen in. 

M—. Such rudeneſs would ruffle a ſaint, 
I wiſh you could learn ta be civil. 
N. ; Dive kifs 8 


_—_ ð— Q1—ũ 


I maintain't— 


Spoken — to a young Lady 


RETTY Miſ-ſe 

P Come and Kiſ-ſe 
ith your black and leg eye. 
TFT 

Q chat lip-pe 0 


Let me fip- pe | 
Or with anguiſh I tall die. fn 
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A EPILOGUE, alen by Miſs Worrmaron 
at fiftcen Years of Age, in Man's Chaths. 


E your moſt obſequious, you muſt 
That demme, 1 = a modern beau, | 
A thing Er ome people ge 
To * ſome people talk ou 2 they're: 


But I—— 8 me, am juſt come out of limbo, 
Wich, ſnuff- box — perriwig—and arms a kimbo. 


* 


Soeren. 
Sk r Solitude ! when life's gay hours are pak, . 


How'er we range, in thee we fix at laſt: 
Toſt thro! tempeſtuou _— voyage o'er) 
Pale we DR back, 4 bleſs the friendly ſhore. 
Oyr own ſtrict judges, our paſt life we ſcan, 
i brgh — enlarg d 2 

right che proſpeR, we the grave defy, 

— 1 — ture ages, and contented die. 


All to no Purpoſe, or Labour in wain. 


NCE on a time, it by chance came to paſs, 
That a Man and his fon were leading an aſs, 
Cries a paſſenger, neighbour, you're ſhrewdly put tot, 


. empty, and trudge it on foot. 


Nay, 3 the old fellow, if folk do ſo mind us, 

TIl ide by the maſs; and, boy, get up behind us, 

But as they jogg'd on, they were laugh'd at and hiſs d; 

What ! two bouby lubbers on one ſorry beaſt ! PIER 
| uc 


(20) 
Such a figure as this ſure never was known, 

Th a fign that the aſs is none of their own. 

Then down gets the lad, and walks by the fide, 

Till another cries, what ! you old fool muſt you ride, 
When you ſee the poor boy, who's bath weakly and 


young, 
Is foer'd through the mire to tradge . 
Then down gets the father, OCs 
If this cannot pleaſe them we ne er ſhall have . 
They hadn't gone far, when a woman cries out. 
lr 5 you'll be hang d I don't 
ou 
Muſt you ride your aſs, whil'ſt your dady that's grey, 
Muſt foot it, and pick out the beſt of his wa 
So now to pleaſe all, . 
And chat is to carry the aſs a pick- pack; 


- But when that was try d, it appear d ſuch a a jeſt, 
It occaſioned more laughter by half than the reſt. 


——ͤ— i * 


— 


On the celebrated Miſs Worrixc rox. 


ER E. native graces with ſound judgment grow, 
And in one eaſy ftream united flow, 


Wiew the but looks or — * with joy we hear, 
She courts the ſoul into 
* Y, 

And makes mankind, with j 3 
But oh! when ſenſe is with the graces join d, 

The woman's ſweetneſs with the manly mind? 
When nature with a hand does mix, 

The moſt engaging of either ſex, 
What's her command, but that we all adore 
The nobleſt work of her excelling pow r. 


— 


See . 


ä —— 


— 


And mouth of 
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T H E 


Whimſical Proclamation; 


OR, THE | 
MAIDEN'" WISH. 


ROM Londen, Paul the Carrier coming down 
F To Wantage, meets a beauty of the town; 
hey both with ſalutatica pretty, 
As, how do'ſt Pau/? thank ye, and how do'ſt Betty Y 
Didſt ſee our Fact, nor ſiſter? no, you've ſeen, 
I warrant, none but thoſe who ſaw the 
Many words ſpoke in jeſt, ſays Paul, are true, 
I came from I iger, and if ſome folks knew 
As much as I, it might be well for you. 
Lord, Paul ! what ist:? Why give 4. ſomething fort: 
This Kiss. — and this.— The matter's then in ſhort, 
The Parliament have made a proclamatior, 
Which will this week be ſent 432 the nation; 
That AZaics with /ittle Mouths do all 
On Sunday next to come before the Mayer, c 
And : wg all Barchelors be likewiſe there. | 
For maids with little mouths ſhall, if they pleaſe, 
From out of theſe young men chooſe two a-piece. 
Betty, with bridled chin extends her face, 
And then contracts her lips; with ſunp'ring grace, 
Cries, hem ! pray what muſt all the huge ones do 
For te whe en we liutle mouths have two ? 
old, not cries he, pray pardon me, 
Maids with huge gaping vide meuths mult — three. . 
Betty diſtorts her face with hidequs ſquaw l. 5 


foot wide, s to bawl, 
Oh! ho! Istſo? the caſe is alter d, Paul. 
Ow the N I. wiſh the Irre were tro, | 
warrant I'll find mouth, if they'll find Mau. 5 
Verl 


C23) 
————————C———————————— — 
Curio twrn'd Tipſtaff; an Heroi-Comic Tails. l 


N vain with weeping eyes the Queen of Love 
Long icarch'd heav'n over for her fav'rite Dove ; | 
Cupid, concern'd to ſee his mother's pain, + 
Cry'd, ceaſe your tears.—I Il find your Bird again. 
To earth let's bend our courſe, full well I know 
The fair Purliner, and her lodgings too. 
A thouſand little Lowes around me c 
All on the Wing whenever yo command. 
Fly then this moment thro' the ambient air, 
And I'll in maſquerade bring up the rear. 
Bent on revenge, to Ch/e's houſe they fled, | 
("Twas one o'Clock, and Ch/ze was a- bed) 
With lawleſs force they batter'd down the door, 
Regardleſs of the neighbours or the hour ; 
Strait to the room, where the Fair lay they run ,— 
Thieves, Thieves, cries Suſan, we are all undone. 
Chhle awak d in terrible ſurprize, 
Where, Suſan where rubb'd her lovely eyes. 
But when ſhe ſaw her numerous mid-night foes, 
Trembling, ſhe ſunk her head beneath the clothes, 
With a ſtern look the God approach d the bed; | 
You are my priſoner ;—'tism vain to hide: 
At Venus ſuit you here indicted ſtand ; 
Behold the Warrant made by her command! 
By emulous pride, or ſecret malice ſtirr d. EXD 
You've robb'd the Godaz/s of her fav'rite Bird. 
She bluſh'd, and rais'd her face above the ſheet; —— | 
"Tis a Fob-Afion, Curd, let me ſee't. : | 
By heav'ns I'm falſely charg'd. —My Poll I prize | 
More than her Dove, of any Dove that flies. | 
But ſearch for ſatisfaction where you pleaſe : —_— | 
an, come hither :—Give him all my Keys. | 


— — * 6 Q— — 


erer 


r Keys he takes, and all her doors 
every cloſet, every box: 


Tho' | 


10 
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Tho' long he ſcarch'd his labours prov'd in vain; 
Vex'd he approaches Chloe's Bed again, 
Well! Sir, ſaid ſhe, and is the P found 


Look perhaps he's in the Tea-pot drown'd. 
No. Taue no, lie Godreplics, 


Wichin your breaſt the little Rover lies 


Then ſearch and ſee .I Il lay my boſom bare :—— 


With Tranſport gaz'd, and Srefs'd the Fair. 
The Fair, unguarded, let his fingers rove | 
Too low, and touch 'd the Citadel of Love. . 


Here, here's your Bird, Mamma. ase, ceaſe 


your Grief; 


I feel his Feathers -, is the Thief. 


WISE SAYINGS, &c, 


| Sincere Confeſſion of our Ignorance is one of the 
faireſt and ſureſt Teſtimonies of our Judgment, 


Fine Senſe, and exalted Senſe, are not half ſo uſe- 
ful as common Senſe. 
ns to engage his People in a War to 
cer bal. ki Humour in the State, is like a Ph 
clan ordering his Paientto be lux for every Pile 


. Miſer's Cheſt, and the 
Devil unlocks it. 


If your Friend is in Want, don't carry 3 
Tavern, where you treat yourſelf as well as he, and 
FFF M 
To treat à poor Wretch apt Cogan hy , 
or fill his Snuff-Box, is like giving .a Pair of lac'd 
Ruffles to a May that has never a to his Back. 
Put ſomething in his Pocket. 


The 


( 24) 
The Epicure puts ts bee + Ara | 


Miſer his Belly in his Purſe An envious Man keeps 
his Knife in his Hand, and fwallows his Meat whole. 


| Purſue not a Coward too far, leſt you make him 
turn valiant to your Diſadvantage. 


Friendſhip is a Medicine for the worſt of Misfor- 
tunes ; dries up the Fountain of all . 
Goodneſs. | 


The Chimney and the Garrett are related, and 


therefore Taylors and Chimney-Sweepers are Coſin- 
Germans. 


Collectors for the Poor ide for themſelves firſt 
according to the Proverb, that Charity begins at Home. 


Arguments Uke Bones 
Dogs devs Eten wget by te re C 


The foreſt Way of both in a Private | - 
Family and a Kingdom, is for a Huſband and a Prince { 


ſometimes to drop their Frexogative. 


- Young Fellows, 1. 125 Girl, are ts the 
avaſt Part in the W. os ident they're 
3 or ſo M tat they are ſcleſs. 


The World is traly com ar'd (0-4 Stog Ply, by 
Reaſon there is ſo much Diflimulation in it, wherein, 
like Players, moſt Perſons act the Parts of 6thers and 


not their own. 


The Succeſs of Gamſters, like the Sea, has its | 
Ebbs and Flowings, and Fortune is the onl _ coy | 
Miſtreſs that ever un' d her Admirers after Enjoy - 
ment. 


bd (lb 4 EE g 


Lawyers. 


(25) 
Lawyers pick our Pockets, Poets rob us of our 
Time, Women and Vintners of our Health, and falſe- 
Prieſts aſſiſt in our Damnation. 


A young Fellow who falls in Love with a Whore, 
may be ſaid to fall aſleep in a Hog Stye. 


A covetous rich Man may be ſaid to freeze before 
the Fire to be a meer Dog in a Wheel, that 
toils to roaſt Meat for other Mens Eating. 


Five of the moſt agrecable Things on a Journey, are 
Money in one's Pocket, a good Road, a wholſome- 
Bed, fine Weather, and a kind Landlady, —if ſhe be 
handſome too, tis ſo much the better. 


»„ꝗõ— 


Oli Geron and his Maid Margery; or, the Leak 
diſcever d, 4 Tak. 


E RON, a jovial monk, a tipling blade, 
an old tun of beer, and a young maid ; 

No better was e er tipt over tongue, 
Mellow and fine as ſack, and full as ſtrong ;, 
This darling tun, for ſaints-days ſet aſide, 
Was honeſt Gerox's glory and his pride. 
When broach'd, *twas only as a cordial tafed 
And might an age almoſt, ſo uſed, have laſted: 
But his maid Peggy, with a private key 
Had free — 2 all this treaſure lay. 
To this great ſhrine, by ſtealth ſhe oft repairs: 
Ne'er goes to ſleep, but firſt goes there to pray'rs: 
No nun e'er went to mi daight maſs more ſure ; 
Her zeil was, like her drink, exceeding pure. 

time ſhe drove this ſubtil pious trade 
Uninterrupted ; nor were queſtions made, 
Till by her conſtant draughts the tun decay'd. 
At laſt, 1 luckleſs night, the 7" mouk, 
No ways ſuſpecting his October ſunk, 

4 Cc Uaknowy 
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Unknown to Margaret ſtole ſlyly down 

To his dear tun, to take a cogue alone : 

But ringing at the tap, ſurprized, he found 

His tun expiring by its ghoſtly ſound. 

Ava Maris ! what has here been doing? 

I'm murder'd ! robb'd ! Pre loſt my darling brewing ? 
Peg hears th' Alarm, and ſeeming lore aflrighted, 
Haſtes to ker Maſter, with a Candle lighted, 

O Jeſu ! what's the matter, for heaven's ſake ? 
Matter enough ! — Our veſlel ſprings a leak. 

With angry eyes they both peep round about, 

To find, it poſſible, the crevice out: 

Put all in vain: the tun proves faſt and tight; 

Not one hoop flown, and all ſtands ſafe in ſight. 
The maid, cemmiſſion'd, trait aſcends its head, 
And ſtooping downward all behind diſplay'd. k 
Upwards her hoop, by her declenſion, Gow, 
And every latent charm expoſed to view. 
Tranſported with the viſion, Gerow cry'd, 

Come, Pegey, lay thy fruitleſs ſearch aſide : 
Don't take ſuch wond'rous pains ; I plainly ſpy 
The leak, from whence my tun is drain'd ſo dry. 


— — 
* 


JES TS. 
A 


Gentleman one Day was challenging his Servant 

for having complain'd up and down, that he was 
almoſt ſtarved, Sirrah, ſiys the Maſter; how have you 
the Impudence to face me, after ſuch” Backbiting, — 
Urra upon my Shoul Achra, reply'd the Bumpkin, it waſh 
not of Backbiting I was ſpeaking at all, for it waſh of 
Bellybiting, and all the Neighbours cen witneſu it. 


— — 


R. South one Morning viſiting a Gentleman, 
D was alk'd to ſtay to Dinner, which he accepti 
of, the Gentleman ſtepp'd into the next Room and t 

_—_ 
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his Wife he had invited the Doctor to Dinner, and. 
deſired her to provide ſomething extraordinary ; here- 

n ihe began to murmur and ſcold, and make a 
thouſand Words, *till at laſt her Huſband, being ver 
much provoked at her behaviour, proteſted, that if it 
was not for the Stranger in the next Room, he would 
kick her out of Doors ; upon which, the Doctor, who 
had heard all that paſs'd, immediately ſtepp'd out, and 
cry'd, I beg, Sir, you'll make no Stranger of me. 


R. Dryden, once at Dinner being offer'd by a 
Lady the Rump of a Fowl, and refuſing it, the 
Lady ſaid, Pray Mr. Dryden take it, the Rump is the 


beſt Part of the Fowl. Yes, Madam, ſaid he, and ſo I 
think it 1s of the Fair. 


— 


B N Fohnflon, being one Evening at a Tavern Club 
ſeated at the upper End of the Table among his 
ingenious Sons, and talking of nothing but Poetry, was 
often interrupted by a Country Gentleman, who would 
rmit no other Diſcourſe to paſs about but what tended 
to Tillage and Huſbandry ; what rich Paſture Ground 
was in his Country; the Price of Corn, and the Cure 
of Cattle; this ſo incenſed old Ben, that he could for- 
hear no longer, but let fly at him in this Language, 
© Thou clod, why doſt thou mingle thy dirty Dilcourie 
with our ſublime Fancies? I tell thee, for every Acre 
c on haſt 2 Land, I _ ten Acres of Wit.“ 
Have you fo, Sir,” y'd the Gentleman, © I 
© you Merc good Me Wiſe- Acres Ben Fobuften 
was ſo highly taken with the Jeſt, that he ſwore he was 
never fo prick'd by a Hobnall in all his Life Time. 


C 2 THE 
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HE late Sir Godfrey Knellr had * a great 

Contempt, I will not pretend to ſay how juſtly, 
for Ferwais, the Painter, and being one Day about 
twenty Miles from London, one of his Servants told 
him at Dinner, that Mr. Fervais was come that Day 
into the ſame Town with a Coach and four, Ay,” ſays 
Sir Godfrey, © if his Horſes DRAW no better than 
* himſelf, they'll never carry him to Town again.“ 


— — —ﬀ — 


N Fiſb No leman going out ond Day, call'd for 
his Servant, who was a Yorkſhire Man, to the 
Side of his Chariot, and bid him tell Mr. Such a one; 
if he came, that be ſhould be at Home at five ; but 
when my Lord was got a Street's Length from where 
he lived, the Boor came puffing after him, and call'd 
to the Coachman to ſtop, upon which my Lord, pull- 
ing the String, deſired to know what he wanted ; my 
Lord, ſaid the Luhberkin, you bid me tell Meaſter 
Such a one, you'd be at Who m at five, but what muſt 
I ſay to him, ut he don't come at all. | 


— 


Gentl omen having ſent for his Carpenter's Ser- 

A vant to knock a Nail or two in his Study, the 
Fellow after he bad done, ſcratch'd his Ears, and ſaid, 
he hop d the Gentleman would give him ſomething to 
make him drink; make you drink, ſays the Gentleman, 
there's a Britiſh Herring for you, if that don't make 
you drink, Lil give you another. 


* 
.» 


Gentleman going into a French Ordinary, and 
finding a very large Diſh oi Soop, with about 


half a Pound of Mutton in the Middle of it, began to 
_pull off his Wig, his Stock, and then his Coat ; 3 
. WRIC 
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which one of the Monſieurs being very much ſurprized, 
aſk'd him what he was going to do? Why Monſieur, 
ſaid he, I mean to ſtrip, that I may ſwim thro' this 
Ocean of Porridge, to yon little Iſland of Mutton. 


A Young Fellow riding down a ſteep Hill, and 
doubting the Foot of it was boggiſh, call'd out to 
a Clown that was ditching, and aſk'd him, if it was 
hard at the Bottom. Ay, anſwer'd the Countryman, it 
is hard enough at the Bottom, I'll warrant you; but in 
half a dozen Steps, the Horſe ſunk up to the Saddle- 
Skirts, which made the young Gallant, whip, ſpur, 
curſe, and ſwear, why thou Whoreſon Raſcal, ſaid he to 
the Ditcher, didſt thou not tell me it was hard at the 
Bottom. Ay, reply'd the other, but you are not half 
Way to the Bottom yet. 


HE Foreman of a jury thought fit to deſire ſome 
of the Witneſſes in the Cauſe before him, to be 
re-examined, one of the Judges told him he gave the 
Court a great deal of unneceſſary Trouble about what 
he believed he did not underſtand ; yes but I do, ſays the 
honeſt Man, as well as your Lordihip ; pray tell me 
then, ſays the Judge, the Meaning of Mortgager, and 
Mortgagee ? with all my Heart, replies the try- 
man, for _— if I nod at you, I am the Nodder, 
and if you again at me, your Lordſhip is the 
Noddee. 


M* Qui being travelling alone on the zoth of 
Fanuary, King Charks's Martyrdom, he chanced 
to overtake a Friend of his, ſo they Jogg'd on together 
till they came to the next Village, where they had a 
Mind for a Glaſs of * but upon coming to the 

' ; 3 e 
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beft Tavem in the Town, they found the Door 
quite faſt ſhut; they knock'd, and knock'd again, 
before any Body came to the Door; at laſt a Drawer 
look'd out of the Parlour Window, and aſk'd them 
what they pleaſed to have? why open the Door, 
and draw us a Pint of Wine: The Drawer made 
Anſwer that his Maſter would not ſuffer the Door to be 
open'd that Day, for it was a Faſt. D—n your Maſter, 
ſaid Mr. Qui ii, for a preciſe Coxcomb ; is he not con- 
tented to faſt himſelf, but he muſt make his Doors faſt 
=24] | ; 


PON the Road a little farther, he met with a 
Lady with her Breaſts bare, which pleaſed our 
Lawyer's Fancy; he ſaid to her, Madam, is that Fleſh 
to be fold ? No, Sir, ſaid ſhe, no M can buy it. 
Then, Madam, ſince your Ware is not to be ſold, pra 
ſhut your Shop up; Faith, Sir, ſaid the Lady, I wil 
be ſure never to let you come within the Doors; No 
Matter, ſaid he, whether I do or not, for they are 
very dark ones. 


r — — 


HE late Mr. Philips, the Poet, being in Com- 

pany with ſome of ity at a Tavern, 
was cd y_=_ to give his Toaſt; he named the Wife 
of a Lord that was t; the Nobleman demanded 
why he named her ? why not, reply'd the Poet, ſhe 
has the Qualifications of a Toaſt, being both brown 
and dry: which Anſwer made them all laugh, his 
Lordſhip having been compell'd to marry her againſt 
dis Inclinations. 
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Hmourable Author of an E the 
ans 7 


AUGH at dull Ignorance, and them that ſay, 
There's not one Word of Senſe in thy ESSAY: 
Sure, none but fools could ever blaft it fo ! 
For none but fools e er read it through to know. 


— 


The ola Widower repalſen. 


N old ſtale widower loving a young wench, 
Told her, that ſhe, alone his love could quench. 
Good fir, quoth ſhe, your am'rous ſuit withdraw, 
You ſhall not thatch my new houſe with old ſtraw. 


The Advantage of having two Phy ficians. 


O prompt phyſicizn like a ſculler plies, 
And all his art, and all his ſkill applies. 
But two Phyficians, like a pair of Oars, 
Convey you ſooneſt to the Srygion Shores, 


To a Lady who defired to know in what the Guadneſ\ 
8 * 


N Epigram's good, when like you, miſtreſs Fail, 
'Tis pretty and ſhort, with « fling in its tail. 


(32) 
On a deform'd Lady. 


WHEN in the dark on thy ſoft hand I hung, 

And heard the tempting ſyren in thy tongue, 
What flames, what darts, what anguiſh I endured !— 
But when the Candle enter'd — I was cured. 


r — — 


Toa furly Publican, Maſter of the Red Lyon bm, at 4 
may certain — near Oxford. N | 


HEN a man to the town for a ſhow brings a 
lyon, — 
Tis uſual a 6 the ſign poſt to tie on. 


But here the old cuſtom inverted is ſeen; 
For the lyon's without, and the monkey within. 


To Doctor Smallhead. 


EEN, wholſome ſatire all endure, 

Invective argues want of (kill ; 
That, like the ſurgeon, cuts to cure, 

This, like the , Writes to kill, 


Spoken extempore to two railing Parſons. 


OUR juſtice, firs, is wond'rous 
Y od proc Prone Foto wh 1 
You do with ſcorn each other treat, 


And with the greateſt Reaſon, 


True 
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True Courage. 


HE greateſt proof of courage we can give, 
Is ＋ to i, when we have pow'r to live. 


On Bath. 


F fools and knaves what plenty Bath affords! 
Gameſters, pimps, coxcombs, highwaymen, and 
lord 


8. 
To ſome far diſtant clime, ſome peaceful ſcene, 
Where powder'd blockheads cannot intervene, 
Send me, ye Gods! or if I here muſt ſtay, 
And for my health reſtored ſo dearly pay, 
During my reſidence, for time to come, 9 
Or make me deaf, or mate thole monſters dumb. 


On the Pawer of Love. 


83 L Daphne ſees, and ſeeing her admires, 
Which adds new flames to his celeſtial fires , 
Had any remedy for love been known, 

The God ot phyſic ſure had cured his own. 


1 


The Buck's Delight. An Acreflick. 


RAIS'D and careſs'd the tuneful P&illips ſung 
Of cyder tamed, whence firſt his laurel ſprung, 
R:1e then, my muſe, and to the world proclaim 
The mighty charms of Porter's potent name: 
Each buck from thee, ſhall ſweeteſt pleaſure taſte, 
Revel ſecure, nor think to part in haſte. 
A Kebur. 


( 34) 


A Rebur. 


AIS Phidis, bluſhing, to her lover, 


Can you now my thought diſcover ? 
"Tis what we ample 


under feet | 
Join'd to what we ſometimes eat, 
And that which moſt men fain would get. 

If you love me tell me this, 

Tell me, Strephon, what it is. 


Another. 


W HAT i 22 fields and gardens es humming 


The half of a cxavat in which rogues are hung. 

And the voice of an hog in eg ſtye: 8 
What ladies do tipple as ſoon as they riſe, * 
With two thirds of one, names the nymph chat I prize, 

Who's bright as the ſun in the ſky. 


To a Sempfireſs. 


H! what boſom but muſt yield, 
When like Pallas you advance, 
With a thimble for your ſhield, 
And a needle for your lance. 
Faireſt of the ſtitching train 


1 my paſſion by your art, 
ty to my pain 
plead de he bel that's io my hear, 


EPITAPHS 


(55) 
EPITAPHS. 
Life and Death. 
E fear to loſe what a ſmall tink} muſt waſte, 
"Till life itſelf grows the diſeaſe at laſt ; 


Begging for life, we beg for more decay z 
And to be long a dying only pray. 


— 


on Hobſon, the Univerſity Carrier, who ficken'd in the 
Time of his Vacancy, being forbid to go to London, 
by Reaſon of the Plague. 


H E RE lies old Hobſon, death hath broke his girt, 
And here, alas ! hath laid kim in the dirt, 

Or e! the ways being foul, twenty to one, 

He's here ſtuck in a ſlough, and overthrown, 

"Twas ſuch a ſhifter, that, if truth were known, «+ 
Death was half glad when he had got him down; 
For he had any time theſe ten years full, 

Dodg'd wi:h him betwixt idge and the Bull. 
And ſurely deattr could never have prevail'd, 

Hadn't his weekly courſe of carriage fail'd ; 

But lately finding him fo long at home, 

And thinking how his journey's end was come z 

That he had taken up his lateſt inn 

In the kind Office of a Chamberlain; = 
Shew'd him his room where be muſt that night, 
Pull'd off his boots, an took away the light: 
If any aſk for him, it ſhall be ſaid, 


Hobſen has ſupp'd and newly's gone to bed. 


(36) 
On Mu ond hit Wife; 


TA, batchelor, if have wit,, 
A wonder to behold, 

uſband and wiſh, in one dark pit, 
Lie ſtill and never ſcold. 

Tread ſoftly tho, for fear ſhe wakes —— 
Hark! ſhe begins already: 

You've hurt my head—my ſhoulder akes — 
Theſe ſots can ne'er move ſteady. 

Ah :riend ! with happy freedom ! 
See how 2 hopes miſcarcy'd ; 

Not death. itſelf can give you reſt, 
Unleſs you die unmarry'd.. 


On A. Fenton, by My. Pope. 
HE modeſt ſtone, what few vain marbles 


A 
the proud and 
Foe to loud praiſe, and Fiend to learn ' d eaſe * 
Content with ſriencs in the arms of peace. 

Calmly he look'd on either life, and ho 

Saw nothing to regret, ere to fear ; 

From natnre's temp'rate wa role ſatisfy'd, 

Thank'd heaven that he had lived and that he dy'd. 


—_— 


8 tl. — n 


— 


with the Euttons on the wrong Side of his Coat, by i 
Rev. Mr. Samuel Weſley. 


H rare Ben 


On Ben. Johnſton's Bop, ſet up in Weſtminſler-Abbey, 


what, a turn coat grown ! 
kg wert ſuch, till thou wert clad in 


When 


(37) 


When time thy coat, thy only coat, impairs, 

Thou'lt find a patron in a hundred years; ; 
Then let not this miſtake diſturb thy ſprite, 

Another age ſhall (et thy Buttons right. 


On Dr. Keil, the late famous Allroleger. 


ENEATH this ſtone the world's wonder lies, 
Who while on earth had ranged the ſpacious ſkies ; 
Around the Stars his active foul had flown, 
And ſeen their courſes finiſh'd e'er his own : 
Now he enjoys thoſe realms he could explore, 
And finds that heaven he knew ſo well before. 
He thro' more worlds his victory purſued, 
Than the brave Greek could with to have ſubdued 
In triumph ran one vaſt creation o'er, 
Then Rtopp'd, —-for nature could afford no more. 
With Czſar's ſpeed, young Ammon's noble pride, 
He came, ſaw, vanquiſh'd, wept, return'd, and dy'd. 


On the late Right Hen. Thomas Winnin £/q; 
* HW Po 9D7 


E A R his paternal ſeat, here bury'd lies 4 
The grave, the gay, the witty, and the wiſe, 
Form'd for all parts, in all alike he ſſuined 
Variouſly great! a ge:zius unconfined ! 
In converſe bright, judicious in debate, 
In private amiable, in publick great; | 
With al the ttateſman's knowledge, prudence, art, 
With friendſhip's open, un e ſigning heart. 
The friend and heir here join their duty: One 
Erects the buſto, one ine ribes the ſtone; ; 
Not that they hoe from theft nis fame hould ve, 
That claims a lower date 75 n they car. gies * 


(38) 
Falſe to their truſts, the mould'ring buſts decay, 
And, ſoon effaced, inſcriptions wear away 
But Ergliſh Annals ſhall their place ſupply, 
And, while they live, his name can never die. 


On Aretine. 


H E lies a man, who no man ſpared, 
When th' angry fit was on him: 


Nor God himſelf had better fared, 
If Aretine had known him. 


— _w_w__ 


On the Death of a Virgin Beauty. 


O fair, ſo young, ſo innocent, fo ſweet, 


So ripe a judgement and ſo rare a wit, 
Require at yg for one to meet. 
In her they met ; but they could not ſtay ; 
too fine, to fix without allay. 
was in her ſo well expreſt, 
fight upbraided all the reſt ; 
Too juſtly raviſh'd from an age like this ! 
Now ſhe is gone, the world is of a piece. 


— 


— 


On Another. 


— 
— 


ERE and beauty lies, whoſe breath 
Was 'd by 22 not untimely death; 
e 


Hence did ſhe go, juſt as ſhe did begin 
Sorrow to know, before ſhe knew to ſin. 
Death, that doth ſin and ſorrow thus prevent, 


Is che next blefiug to a Life well ſpent. 


- 


(39) 


On a Gin- Drinker. 


ALF burn'd alive ! beneath this dunghil lies 
A wretch whoſe memory the ſage deſpite ; 

Her brain all tumult, ragged her attire, 
The ſport of boys, when wallowing in the mire. 
Life did to her as a wild tempeſt ſeem ; 
And death as ſinking to a horrid dream. 
Hence learn, ye brutes, who reel in human ſhape, 
To you ſuperiour is the grinning ape; 
For nature's wiſe impulſes they'll purſue, 
While each dread ſtart of frenzy governs you. 


SONGS. 


Sung by Mr. BEARD at Ranelagh-Garden:. 


O M loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary, ſhe, loves Harry; 
But Harry ſighs for bonny Bel, 
And finds his love miſcarry : 


For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
Whilſt Mary flights his paſſion : 

So ſtrangely trezkith are the turns 
Of human Inclination. 


Mol gave Hal a wreath of flowers, 
ich he, in am'rous folly, 
Conſign'd to Bell, and, in few hours, 

It came again to Moly. 


Thus all by turns are woo'd, and woo, 
No turtles can be truer ; 

Each loves the object they purſue, 
But hates the kind purſuer. 


As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; 
And all the flouts, which Bel! receives 
From Tem, ſhe vents 3 Harry. 1 
2 


(40) 
If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer ; 


If one has ſmiled, it catches round, 
And all are in good Humour. 


Then lovers hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſb Nation. 
How much tis every one's Concern 

To ſmile at Reformation: 


An till through life this rule purſue, 
Whatever objects ſtrike ye, 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thole you love may like ve. 7 


Jock and Jexxy. 


IxNNx. 
TERN winter has left ve, the trees ate ia bloom, 
And cowſlips and vi'lets the Meadows periure ; 
While kids are di portir 2, and birds fill the pr. y, 
I wait for my Focky to bail the new 1ay. 
Jocxy. ; 
Among the young lilies, my Jemy. I've Riray's, 
Pinks, d.fizs, and woodbigrs, I bring to my mid; 
Here's thyme [weet'y ſmelling, and lavender g1y, 
A polie to form for my Queen of the May. 
ENNY. 
Ah! Focky, I fear Le intend to beguile; 
When ſeated with Aly lait night on a ſlile, 
You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and aye, 


Forgetting poor Feumy, your Queen of the. Hay. 


lock. 


Young Mily is handiome, in ſhepherd's green dreſt, 


He gave you thoſe ribbands that bang at your breaft, 
Beds three ſweet kiſſes upon the green hay; 
Was that done like Fenny, my Queen of the May ? 
JeNwNY. 
This garland of roſes no longer I prize, | 
Since Fecky, falſe-hearted, his paſſion denies ; 


— 4 — ——d-ꝗ — 
. 


+ 


| (41) 
Ye flowers ſo blooming this inſtant decay, 
For Fenny's no longer the Queen of the May. 
Jocxr. 

Believe me, dear maiden, your lover you wrong; 

Your name is for ever the theme of my ſong; 
From the dews of pale eve, to the dawning of day, 
I ſing but of em, my Queen of the May. 
IENNV. 
Again balmy comfort with tranſport I view, 
My tears are ali vaniſh'd, ſince Focky is true; 
Then to our blithe ſhepherds the news I'll convey, 
That Femiy alone you've crown'd Queen of the May. 
Jockx. 

Of ev'ryñ degree, ye young lovers, draw near, 
Avoid all Suſpicion, whate'er may appear; 
Believe not your eyes, if your peace they'd betray ; 
Then come my dear Femny, and hail the new May. 


The Boss. Tune, Derry down. 


pov _ are thoſe herrings ! how rich is the 
taſte ! | 
The Dutch may well envy us ſuch a _: 
Let them envy, and murmur, and make a great fuſs, 
As we now feel the pleaſure— we'll all have a buſs. 
Derry down, &c. 
Having felt this ſweet pleaſure, the men of the law, 
No more for chubs, chevins, or gudgeons, will draw. 
But for herrings will uſe all their wiles, and their arts, 
And will plead for a buſs — with their tongues and their 
| hearts. Derry down, &c. 
| So wiſe is the fiſher, ſo harmleſs his trade, 
, * That prelates of fiſhers were formerly made ; 
| And till they love * Herring, then join with his grace, 
And encourage a bu without ſhame or grimace. 
Derry down, &c. 
D 3 The 


* Archbiſhop of Canterbury. 
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The plain and the pretty, the prude and coquet, 
And ſkilful in . ſpreading the mY 
Then here all your power, ye charmers, employ, 
As you may a —— without bluſhing, enjoy. 
Derry down, &c 
The lord, and the gameſter, the buck, and the beau, 
Muſt in this employment their gallantry ſhew; 
For the ladies will ſlight thoſe as men of no merit, 
Who get not a buſs, and a buſs too with ſpirit. 
| Derry denn, &c. 
Then here's to the trade let us all drink ſucceſs, 
For the profit is great, and the pleaſure's no leſs ; 
Pickled herrings will reliſh a cup of brown nappy, 
Oh! then for a buſs— that will make us all happy. 
h Derry down, &c. 


Sweet William. 


Y a pratt'ling ſtream on a midſummer's eve, 
Where woodbines and jeſs min their boughs in- 
terweave ; 
Fair Flrs, I cry'd, to my arbour repair, 
For I muſt have a chaplet for ſweet William's hair. 


She brought me the wi'let that grows on the hill, 
The vale-dwelling lilly, and gilded ous j 
But ſuch languid odours how could rove, 
Juſt warm from the lips of the lad that I love. 

She brought me his faith and his truth to diſplay, 
The undying myrtle, and ever green bay. 
But why theſe to me, who've his conſtancy known ? 
And Billy has laurels enough of his own. 


The next was a gift that I could not contemn, 
For ſhe brought me two roſes that grew on a ſtem ; 
Of the dear nuptial tye they ſtood emblems confeſt, 
So I kiſs'd th ad pref them quite cloſe to my 


She 


— 


(43) 
She w_ me a ſun-flow'r — This, fair one's, your 
ue, | 
For it once was a - and love · ſick, like you; 
O give it me quick, to my ſhepherd I'll run, 
As true to his flame, as this flow'r to the fur. 


On a young Lady's LaRx. 


EE how thy captive lark, 
8 While clouds obſcure the ſky, 
Sits penſive in a cage, 
And pines for liberty. 
But if the fan breaks forth, 
He trait renews his note, 


Forgets he e'er was free, 
And ſwells his warbling throat. 


So when thy awful brow, 
Frowns with diſdain or hate, 
I groan beneath thy yoke, 
And curſe my ill-ſtarr'd fate. 
But when thy heavenly face 
With pleaſing ſmiles look gay, 
I bleſs conqueror, 
And glory to obey. 
Then ſince I'm doom'd thy ſlave, 
Compaſſionate my pains ; 


I beg not to be free, 
But give me eaſy chains. 


The new Highland Lappis. > 


HE lowland lads think they are fine, 

But, oh! they're vain and idly gaudy, 
How much unlike that graceful mien, 

And manly looks of my highland laddie. 


O my 


( 44 ) 
O my bonny highland laddie, 
My handſome ſmiling highland laddie, 
May heaven regard, and love reward, 


The lowland lafs, and her highland laddie. 


Were I but left at will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt lowland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews 
With t blew and belted pladdie. 


O my bonny, &c. 
The braveſt beau in Burromſtomn, 
In all his airs with art made ready, 
Compared to him, is but a clown, 
He's finer far in his tartan pladdie. 
O my benny, &c. 


O'er Benty hill with him I'd roam, 
And leave my lowland kin and daddy ; 
From winter's cold and ſummer's fun + 
He'd ſcreen me in beneath his pladdie. 
O my bonny, &c. 


A painted room and ſilken bed 
ay pleaſe a lowland lord or lady; 
But I can kiſs and be as glad | 
Behind a buſh with my highland laddie. 
O my bonny, &c. 
Few compliments between us paſs, 
He call me his dear lowland lady, 
And I call him my highland lad, 
Sine Row's me in beneath his pladdie. 
0 my bo? 9, &c. 
No greater joy I'll c'er pretend, 
an that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end _ 
Whilſt heaven preſerves my higb land laddie. 
O my bonny , &c. 


645) 


Court me not. 


WW Chlce firſt young Collin ſaw, 
Approach'd with modeſt diſtant awe, 
In habit neat and plain, 
I In habit, Ce. 
This ſooliſh maid too fond of beaus, 
Of glittering pomp and ide ſhows 
Deſpiſed the honeſt twain, 
Deſpiſcd, Ce. 
Rept vp in pleaſures of the town, 
Ste loox'd on Cell/n as a clown, 
And ſtill the burthen of ber ſong 
Wis, ccurt me not, 
Court me not, court me me not, I'm yet too young, 
Yet tco young, court me not, I'm yet too young. 


Put he, well verſed in female art, 
Soon dived into the fair one's heart, 

Through all her lietle pride; 
And is it thus you'd diſapprove 
My ardent flame, my faitnful love? 

The genercus youth reply'd. 
Can tinſel charms your heut trzpan ? 
A fop's the ſhadow of a man. 

And full the burthen of her ſong 

Was, court me not, I'm yet too young. 


My dear ſays he as yen are fair, 

Be wiſe and ſhun the gilded ſnare 
Of fopp'ry and grimmace ; 

When health and honeſty of foul 

Dittuſe their vigour through the whole, 
How vain are gems and lace ! 

Theſe words alarm'd the curious maid, 

Who trait the blooming youth ſurvey'd; 
Then, faintly, with a falt'ring tongue 

Cry'd, court me not, I'm yet too young. 
With manly pride about his neck 


His raven locks their ringlets brake, 


Health ſparkled in his eyes; 
While 


(46) 

While youth and vigour both conſpire 
To kindle love, entlame deſire, 

And bids ſoit wiſhes riſe. 
The nymph received an ardent kiſs, 
As earneſt of their future bliſs, 

Then changed the burthen of her Song, 

To court me now, I'm not too young, &c. 


The big belly d Bor TIE. 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 
That I quit my poor Che, and ſtick to my glaſs; 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own, 
And if you don't like them, why let them alone. 


Although I have leſt her, the truth I declare, 
I believe the was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
But ſuch goodneſs, ſuch charms, in a bumper I (ee, 
As makes it 2s good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe has dimples and ſmiles I muſt own, 
But tho' ſhe could ſmile, yet, in truth, ſhe could frown , 
But tell me, ye lovers, of liquors divine, 
Did you e' et lee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


Her lillies and roſes are juſt in their prime; 
et lillies and roſes, are conquer'd by time; 
But from wine, mighty wine, ſuch advantages flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me, in time that my love would be cloy' d; 
That beauty's inſipid, when once it's enjoy d. 
But from wine I both time and enjoyment defie, 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life, 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſquauling, and ſtriſe; 
But my wine neither nurſes, nor babies, can bring; 


For a big-belly'd bottle's an excellent thing. 


We 
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We ſhorten our days when with love we engage, 
It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: 
But wine from grim death can its vot'rys ſave, 
And keeps out tother leg, when there's one in the 
grave. 


She too, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 
She has left me to get an eſtate or a lord; 
But my bottle, regarding neither title nor pelf, 
It will ſtand with me, when I can't ſtand by myſelf. 
Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pn: 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy; 
If you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and try, 


Jockx. 


1 ſing to my lover all night and all day, 
He's ever good natured, and frolick and gay; 
His voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 
And well on his ipe my ſhepherd can play. 
= a bonny young lad 25 Facky. 
He tells me he loves me, I'm witty and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, my lips, and my bar; 
Roſe, vi'lets, nor lillies, with me can compare; 
If this be to flatter, tis pretty I ſwear. 
And a bonny young lad, &c. 


| He kneel'd at my feet, and, with many a ſigh, 
He cry'd, O my dear, will you never comply ? 

If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it, Ill die; 

I trembled all over, and anſwer'd, not I. 
And a bonny yound lad, &c. 

Around the tall May pole he dances fo neat, 

And ſonnets of love the dear boy can repeat; 

He's couſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe, and diſcreet, 

His words are ſo kind, and his kiſſes fo ſweet. | 
And a bonny young lad, Cc. 


At 
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At eve, when the ſun ſeeks repoſe in the weſt, 
And May's tuneful choiriſts all ſkim to their neſt, 
When I meet on the green the dear youth I love beſt, 
My heart is juſt ready to burſt from my breaſt. 
And a bonny young lad, &c. 


But fee how the meadows are moiſten'd with de, 

Come, come my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for * 

We'll hve for each other both conſtant and true, 

And taſte the dear tranſports, no monarch e'er knew. 
And a bonny young lad, &c, 


z 


Fair Hr ET. 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign, 
To eſcape from her charms, and drown'd them in 
wine ; 
I try'd it, and found when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and till love in my heart. 


I repair'd to my reaſon, entreated its aid; 
Who pauſed on my caſe, and each circumſt ance weigh'd 
Then gravely pronounced, in return to my prayer, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 
came for your council to find out a fault. | 
Tf that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you came; 

For to find fault with Hebe, would forfeit my name. 


What hopes then, alas! or relicf trom my pain, 
When, like lightning, ſhe drives thro' each throbbing 
venn 
My ſenles ſurprized, in her favour tock arms, 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


(49) 
A new ſoverite dm. 


ELL me, pride of the Creation, 
Are thy paſſions all at reſt ? 
Feel'ſt thou no fond palpitation, 


Like that throbbing in my breaſt, 
| Too tender far to be expreft 
Tell me, Cella, tell my fate 


Doſt thou love, or doll thou hate ? 


ickly ſmile with 
D you dil with ths lations 4 
ing, ſee me dyi 
1 
take, O take me to thy arms. 


leave evaſion, 

Why that bluſh, thoſe.downcaſt eyes? 

y love to ſoft perſwaſion; 

In thy breaſt alone it hes, 8 
To ſave a wretch who fondly dies, 


4 SONG. Tune, Star I ſcorn. 


TTEND whilſt I impart 
Ah hee nerf heart, 
And tell what ſwain, if one be, 
Whom fate deſigns for love and me. 

Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide ; 


Stedfaſt 
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Stedfaſt in virtue let him be 4 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 4 
Let ſolid ſenſe inform bis mind, 


With nature ſweet! in'd, 
Mind 1d Caper pens Hog 
The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Where ſorrow prompts the penſive 
Where grief deliver the droopng ere: * * N 7 


Melting in ſympathy I ſee 
The ſwain 1 for love and me. 


Let ſordid av'rice claim no part 
Within his tender generous heart. 
Oh! be that heart from falſhood free, = 
Devoted all to love and me. = * 


Addreſs to * hel ca, Pn. 


OS thee, ſweet Picture, I can gaze, 
Unaw'd by ſhame or fear ; 6 
And view, with rapture, and amaze, "os Em. 
That angel form you wer. f 
Tho! artiſt 4 Cores, vp | 
12 8 priſe deſerving dae, 
as borro #5. looks, v, 1 
And call thee into life. 01 e 3 | 
Scarce half the Jaſtre of the mail © 
ot thee, alas ! is given: 
yet what tranſports are convey'd_ 
mh res. 
Thy eyes ſuch heavenly r diſpenſe, TEE 
\ T-imott bad the knee}. | 
a with unwilling crime commence 
heap way 4 8 * *% 


* Miſs Gunning. 1 A Painter, 
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If in my breaſt a warmth ſo 
Fron! a dead riſe, — 

Say, ſhepherds, what will be my fate 
Vie living Celia's eyes? | 


Damon 6 Celia. 


* thus, Rnd Damon ined; 

ere a moſly Carpet ſpread 

1 * then her hand he preſt ; ” 
ree from the world's enquiting eye, 

Here lurks, my dear, no buſy - 3 
He lock d, and figh'd the reſt: 

She ſtarted with a faint ſurprize, 

While pleaſure — in her eyes; 
Sure Damen does not mean: 

The ſhepherd ſtopt her with a kiſs, 

And claſpt her panting breaſt to his, 
My dear we are not ſeen. 


Then by a thouſand kiſſes more, 
A tender oaths he ſwore, 
His love ſhould never end. 
She call'd on ev'ry por above, 
hall bo wes Drumany lima : 


And is there then no help, ſhe ſaid, 


By Damen thus to be betray'd? ._ 
Then hung her head and bluſn'd - . 

Oh! Daemon, Damen, yet be good. N 

The d ſmiled, and faid he would; 
She figh'd, and all was huſh d. 7 


— 


T 


4 nw SONG. 


ELL me, dear charmer, tell me, why, 
„ S 
2 


All 
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All but the joys of lovi 
And hoy ee 
Nor ll their plating infleee, 


For ever I with fond defire 
Could gaze on thee and never tire. 


My raviſh'd ears could all day long 
Feaſt on the muſick of tongue, 
And when that ceaſe, 4 ll in you 
Something I find that's always new. 


— —³AãA2—. 


A favorite new Sung. 


| HEN Fove firſt ſaw my Famny's face 
N With — moved, : 
F the cares of human race, 


And felt at laſt he loved. 


Then to the god of ſoft deſires, 
His ſuit he thus addrefs'd, 

I Fanny love, with muſick's fires, 

Oh ! touch her tender breaſt. 


mh ork 


ial throne, 
While pid waved his roſy wings, 
And in a breath was gone. 


A 
| 
” 


(53) 
nu  (afe, and pleaſcd be dwells, 
HEN firſt by fond Dower, Flevels was den, 


WI. regar ded ber air and her mein, 
e he did al s commend, 
Not warm d as a lover, but nals 6 $3 | 


Flavella. 


Friendſhi „ not paſſion, his ures did move, 
And the wain beg d bi 22 
New charms he di d, e e 


Her face grew i wonder, hes tolls was bis co 
2 ber ſenſe was refined, 
But oh! what dear virtues, beam'd forth in her mind. 
Yet till for the ſanction of friendſhip be ſtrove 

Til a gh gave the omen, and he'd it ws love 
Now proved he was conquer 'd for his fair, 
Grows dull to all pleaſure, but bn, 
RAe Yo break, 
For the fear of „ forbids him to ſpeak, 

But wanders, a willing example to 

That fnendſhip with woman, was to love. 
A lover thus 'd can ne'er | 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ve to her ſenſe. 
His paſſion, nor wrinkles, nor age, can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay 
And Time, that will beauty's ſhort empire remove, 
Encreaſing her reaſon, encreaſes his love. 


ive offence, 


With an honeft old Friend. 


ITH an honeſt old friend, and a merry old ſong, 
And a flaſk of old let me ſit the night long, 
And laugh at the malice of thoſe who repine, 
That they muſt ſwig porter, whilſt I can drink wine. 
z 


] envy 


E 


——— Are, dauntleſs, and gay, 
's remainder away; 57 


12 2 we our foes may deſpiſe; 
more we are envy'd, the higher we riſe. * 


1.) -/ 
and all her graces, 
Who'd for love or beauty pine ? 


Look within this bowl.that's flo 
ds UT CI you bbey'm. 
More though juſt going 
In the moment to be kind 
Alexander hated thi 
Drank about at -board , 
He ſubdu'd the world by drinking, 
More than by his conqu'ring ſword. 


Which ne body can deny. 


HAT all men are beggars, we plainly ſee 
For ere are of ev'ry degros, : 
ho' none are ſo bleſt or ſo as W 
 Whichno body can deny, deny, w 2 — 
The tradeſman he begs that his wares you would buy, 
Then begs you'd believe the price isn't too high, 
OE RIOT Trnnns WD you s ye, 
Wich no body can deny, & 


The 


8 


*2 
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The lawyer he begs that you'd give him a ſee, 
Tho? he a! 7 not your brief? nor Sts he your plez, 
But adviſes your foe how to get a decree, | 
Which no body can deny, &. 


The courtier he for a penſion or place. 
A ribbon, a title, or ſmile from his grace, ; 
Tis due to his merit, tis writ in his face, 
But if by miſhap he ſhould chance to get none, 
He begs you'd believe that the nation's 
There's but one honeſt man, and himſelf is that one, 
Which no body can deny, Cc. 
The fair one ſhe labours whole mornings at home, 
New charms to create, much paint to conſume, 
Yet begs you'd believe tis het natural bloom, 
Which no body can deny, &c.. 
The lover he the dear to comply, 
She begs he'd he ch yet, —— le, 
Still begs he would ſtay, for a maid ſhe can t die; 


— * 0 


Nonſenſical folks prepare. - 


Triflin ſhall hear, 
A Lr 
All trifling draw near, 


And I be nobly attended. 
Were it not for trifles a few 
That lately bave come into play, 
The Men would want ſomething to do 
And the women want ſomething to fay. 
A bridge is a trifle in view, 
To a trifle who ſays it appears, 


The cad z Wald betry'd oy: Ps. 


What 


A trifle, or 3 
But if you'll contrive how de drink , 
You'll find it no trifle egad. 
's a trifle at ſea, 
widow's a trifle in ſorrow, 
A truce is a trifle to day 
Who knows what may happen to-morrow. 
A black coat a trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it the red may endeavour, 
But if once the army is broke, 
We ſhall have more trifles than ever. 


"£— 
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The flage is a trifle they fay 
3 along; 


Becauſe at ev ry new 
The Houſe they with wifles io throng. 
But with people's malice to trifle 
And to ſet us all on a foot, 7 
The author of this is a trifle, 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot 


r . > 99 Ber, 


tly chidi 
Faintly 7 — that III that Fe og eo 
Faintly, oh! forbear, -— K 


"als wy 


* 


Warn the frome to taſte the bleffing, 
And her kiſſes anſwer mine. 


Undebauch'd by rules of honour, 
Innocence with nature charms 


One bids gently puſh me from her, 
Tater, nie ne to het come. 


— 


YS, , I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And Calla has undone me, 
Ang yet BE GENA an, We 

pleaſing on me, 
Tis nt ber fic tht love creat 
For there no graces 


"Ti not her hpe, fo. ther the fs G.. 


1 


There's nothing more than common 
And all her enſe s caly chat, = 


— Rap , th alarm 
Tis both pertae, 5, might gre F 


In 
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In ſhort *tis that provoking charm, Cr. 
Of Cala altogether, Cc. 


A new ſong, wrote Ty = go game in anſwer 
3 lady who deſired he might- write 4 ſong on 


LIZ 4 aſketh me to write 
A ſonnet on her charms ſo bright, 
I wiſh I could comply, I wiſh I could comply: 
Bat ſhe ſo hard a thing does aſk, 


If I am equal to the taſk 
I wiſht I may die, I wiſh that I may die. 


How can ſhe think that I could hit 


Lines ual to her wit, 
* Her n e. 

But granting this excuſe mere ſtuff, 

Pray tell me where I could enough 
Of wk and paper kad, of ink and paper find. 


8 — tobe a 


* from Sr. e Oxford. 


R ſhame! for ſhame! ae al, 
And bluſh to find it faid : 


4 Not d to ſteal the girls alive, 
es yo fed eee Gent 


Inſatiate nature thus directs, 
Nor is it I owny - 
- That thoſe who to tafte the fleſh; 


— 


(59) 
To # lady fitting croſr-legg'd for a gentleman at rarth. 
WHT various charms can Celis boaſt, 
By nature how befriended 


| Whoſe legs are both a charm, when cros'd, 


And charming, When — extended. 


— — 


— 


ENIGMA. 


F fleſh and blood both I was bore, 
| As other creatures be, | 


Asse dne, nay ter 8 2 
But all 0 my will. hos 
On 4 nobleman's tomb flone at Woodford 


Dreamt, that d in my fellow clay, 
I et, IT, 
200 as © neem © HOT CE why poke, 
Thus re quality, Ic ; 
* Away ! thou ſcoundrel! henceforth touch me hot, 
% More manners learn, and at'a diſtance rot.” 
« Thou ſcoundrel ! in a louder tone, cry'd he, 
% Proud lump of dirt, I ſcorn thy and thee , 
« We're equal now, n 
« This is my dunghill, nd the next is go 
ANNY 


—— 


well;, 


' 


— 
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